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s NEW FIRM!®

NEW GOODS!

NEW PRICES!

Jos. Collingwood & Co.,

FLORENCE, ARIZOIN.A.

Calls particular attention to his large

stock of

Everybody.

EXCEANGE BOUGHT AND SOLD-

JOK. COLLINGWOOD,

REHANDISE!

For Miners, Prospectors, Farmers, Teamsters, Families, and Indeed |

FLORENGCE SALOON !

MAIN STRELET.

CHAS. RAPP, Proprietor.i

HA!H' SETS BEFORE HIS CUSTOMERS THAT THAT WILL GIVE THEM

SATISFACTION. PLAIN AND MIXED DRINKS IN EVERY BTYLE.

SRy strictly attending to business T hope to merit & continuation of the liberal |

patronage waich 1

isfaction to all gentlemen who may favor me with their patronage. 328

Elegant Club and Reading Room|

IN CONNECTION WITH THE BAR,
L ]

HE KEEPS HIS BAR SUPPLIED WITH THE BFST

Best Brands:Liquors : Gigars

CALL AND SEE ME.

have received in the past, and am confident of giving sat.‘Twé

W. E. STEVENS,

DEALER IN

Stoves, Ranges, Hardware,

Pumps and Tinware.

MANUFACTURER OF

Shest Iron and Copper Wars,
BRASS AND IRON FITTINGS,

AND BOLE AGENT FOR THE

“SUPERIOR” COOKK STOVES

Fire Backs Guaranteed Fifteen Yeare. Orders by mail promptly attended to,

TUCSON,

Gas and Water Pipe,

ARIZONA.

@ASTLE DOME

Mining and Smeliing Gompany,

MELROSE, CALIFORNIA.

urchase Lead Bullion.
: SILVER and Lead Ores.

ORES ASSAYED.

Ores or Lead Bullion, loaded in cars on line of any railroad in the Stutss and Territorie

are deiivered at works without change o) cars.

No Charge Made for Sampling.

onvign to ), I M. 8. Co., Malrose, California.’’

1-21-ly

i fused and dazz

Highest Price Paid for GOLD, |

WILLIAM P. MILLER, General Manager.

—i'il:k_l; Mollie,

BY JEXNIE K. T. DOWE.

I lhlnkinLI day of Mollle, and 1 dream of her al
night,

Yot I'm never quite contented evenwhensho's
in my sight;

For "tis, “Ah, I love yvou, Jumle!" and "tis," Ah
1 love you aot |"

Untill, protty, fHckle Mollle, I wish you were
forgot.

8he's 8 fnir and lovely creature, the swestost
of bor Kind,

“Ah, [love you, Jamiel”™ and ‘tis,

“Ah, I love you notl™

Till I awear, O fickie Mollie, I wish you were
forgot.

My heart i=s tossad this way and that, my feel-
Ings obh and fow,

T, wild with joy and mad with pain, I know
not where to go;

For “tis still, “I love vou, Jamie!™ and “tis still,
“1 love you not!™

Till 1 vow that fickie Mollic by me sball bo for-
got.

0! Mollie, Mollie, Meollie love! why will you
tenso me sor

For you I never can forget, your love eanne'er
forego:

And though yon love me, Mollle, and though
you love me pot,

Fuall well you know, O Mollic dear, you'll nev-
er be forgol.

T e ee———1

A MODERN LOVE STORY.
BY MARIE HAZEN.

They were standing under the old
trees in the orchard—Psul Woodward
and Nannie Rivers. They had stood
thus many a time before, listening to
the babble of the brook that flowed mer-
rily along; but to-day the brook rippled
in vain, and the sun stole in and out,
making tricksy shadows of the leaves;
kissing Nan's dainty cheeks, and even
Kw_-ping impertinently under the gypsy

at in search of the lsughing brown
eyes, without reproof, for the brown
eyes were just now filled with tears, and
were, moreover, bent persistently upon
the grass at her feel, taking no note of
the saucy liberty.

“So it's good-by, is it, Nan?™'

“Yes, Paal.™

A long silence. Paul placed an arm
around the girl's lithe waist, and took
l—;.:.-.mession of the litile brown, dimpled
wnnd.

“Nan!"

No answer.

*Nannie! Nannie, my darling™

“Do go away, Panl! There is no use
in tensing me!™

The brown eyes quite overflowed, the
rosy mouth was set, and an obstinate
frown disfigured the sweet young face.

“I will go, certainly, if you wish it,
Nan,” said the young man, falling back
a step or two, and lifting his head a lit-
tle prondly. *I will go—but if I do, re-
member it is for good. 1 will not be
played fast and loose with; 1 am not the
man to spend bhalf a lifetime sighing at
any woman's feet.”

‘hen, softening again,—

““Are yon sum-—quile sure—that vou |

wish this separation? Are you quite de-
termined to leave this quiet, peacefnl
life, exchange this calm independence

for such a life as you will surely lead in |

vour uncle's house in town "’

The girl lifted her bhead and tossed
back the waving brown hair from the
defiant little face.

*I am determined to leave this hum- |

drum life and work out some path for
myself, Paul," she said. “I know I
shall miss you—I know 1 shall be home-
sick and weary—I know it all; but I am
determined to try."

“‘Then there is no more to ba said.™
And the young man picked vp hissome-
what battered straw hat, placed it firm-
v on his sunny head, and without an-
other word marched proudly away.

Poor Nan! In spite of the valor of
resolution of bher seventeen years, her
heart fuiled ber as she watched him
rapidly disappear among the trees of
the orchard.  Of all the people who
lived in the world he loved her best.—
Nan knew this;
he had said was true. No woman could
siay with his heart; break it she might;
Lul trumple it under faot—never!

If Panl had been just @ little less

rond, he might have won her then.—
fadd he but turned back through the

waving corn andl taken command «f the
little rebel with the strong mastery of
his deep love, she would have surrend-
ered gladly. The parting was hanler
than she thought, and already in her
secret sounl she was wishing he wonld

| not let her go, even while she vowed |

she would not remain,  But he did not
return. The sun dipped beliind the
western  hills, the late birds flew home
to their cosy nests and downy little
ones, and Nan, with a eold, pumb dresd
upon her, crept backto the old furm-
house and the old grandparents she was
80 s00n o leave.

There was nothing new in her story;
only a tale that is told again and again.

A pretty country girl, with an active |

brain and restless spirit, struggling
against the barriers that hedged in her
life. A foolish, unwise little head, con-
ad by the far-away glit-
ter of town lifs A faithful lover, mis-
prized—all  blessings, all comforts,
dwarfed in contrast with the magnified
excellence of an unknown existence.

Benuty, grace and abifity are, after
all, but comparative. The attainments
that seem so adourable in the home
circle grow pitifully insignificant under
the cold, critical rlance of an uninter-
estad publie; and beauty—konest, simpla
beanty—must be extraordinary and
womlerful to stand much chancé against
& little nature and a great deal of art—
wall applied.

The averaze person will judge of
beauty, and talent, too, by the londness
of their demand for recognition. The
giare of a gandy leaf, the glistening
plumageof a brilliant bird, will awaken
from their lethargy of indifference a
large number of people, who straight-
way declare themselves to be earnest
admirers of nature, while to all her
eountless delicate attractions they turn
blind eyes. And the grace and worth
that knocks at the portals of n careless
world clothed in modesty and timidity,
will stand long in weary waiting. )

Natjve grace stiffens into angular ug-
liness ander blazing lights and search-
ing eves; and the gentle sweetness of a
soit voice is drowned quite in the roar
of large towns. And so our little hero-
ine discovered. The voice with which
her forfune was to be made, which rang
out with a clenrness and sweetness that
rivalled the birds in the dear old wood
at home, sounded thin and sharp in the
curtain-hung, furniture-filled parlors of
her unele's home.

knaew, too, that what |

Miss Rivers."”
too light.” This one found one fault—
that one another,

It was a cruel disappointment, but
Nan faced the truth bravely. As a
| singer she was a total failure, and she
| knew it. The great plans she had form-
ed grew misty, and faded quite away.
The castles she had built tumbled in
ruins about her head. She had grown
large in ber own coneeit, hsughty in her
assumed worth, proud of what she
deemed herself to be. She had lived,
like many another, in a world of her
own creating—a world in which she
wag the centre about whom greatevents
revolved. The discovery was painfulin
| the extreme.
| But Nan was brave, and bravely
i faced the truth. As.a singer she was a

total failure, She recognized the fact,
and accepted the inevituble calmly.

how she longed for the old days once
more! How her Leart ached for the old,

simple, free life—ber lost kingdom and
! her loved and loving subjects! She
fought it bravely, but at last, overpow-
ered, she wrote a little timid letter to

the answer. The pride had quite died
| out of the sweet little face, and a8 timid,
entreating look had crept into the soft
brown eyes. Day after day this look

| grew stronger and stronger, and day af- |

| tar day the color eame and went more
| and more fitfully on the sweet face—but
| no answer came.
Her uncle, who was very fond of her,
| noticed the change, aud remarked to his
wife.—
| “Mary, our little girl does not seem
| to be as happy as she was.
| think you had beiter take her—er—er—
shopping?"
*Shopping"" was Uncle Jobn's infal-

| lible enre for all ills of female flesh. In
pursuance of this ides he called Nan in-
to the library, one morning, and put-
tingI into her hand a large roll of bills,
sawl,—

“I've got no girls, Nannie, so yon
must furnish the dressmaker's bill, ete.
Get some pretty dresses, dear, and
brighten up the old home:; let me see
what a fine little bird you ean be. There,
there! Don't thank me! Give me a kiss
and run away with your aunt. She
dotes on shopping."

I am afraid it was not very much like
a heroine to turn from a lover to fine
clothes, and find comfort in the clothes.

her uncle’s offering coldly and silently,

and been sublimely indifferent to silks, |

satins and Inces; but she was eighteen
and preuty, which is & mateh for a great
deal.

*A thing of beauty is a joy forever,”
and the milliners and dressmakers pro-
duce many artistic combinations of silk,
Ince and velvet, whieh are things of
beanty, though not joys forever; still
they are very fuscinating to the average
mind—male and female—for a brief
space of time.

The old fuiry story tells ns that Cin-
derella’s transformation was due entire-
Iy to her costume. ‘The dainty fizure
and the lovely face were notchanged by
the charm which eaused her to be un-
recognized by mother and sisters. The
days of fairies have passed, they say,
but mevertheless amy Cinderclla may
find more than one godmother who for
gold, if not for love, will transform  her
with the magic wand of skill till scarce-
Iy the eye that loves her best can tell her
form again.

Nan bad no difficulty; and soon the
simple violet became the grand pansy:
in short, Nannie disappeared, anc|l Mizs
Her
in narrow toes and
high heels, so that she searce ecould
walk; her skirts extended in a swift
expanse from the tiny waist, and the
sleeves clung tightly to the plump arms.
The soft brown eves, and the eurls were
twisted into two unsightly bunches and
pinned on either side the little head, up-
on whose crown rested the bigzest of
hats, surmounted by the most gigantic
| of plumes. Her rloves m't';hl. have
reached the shoulder, perhaps, had they
not wrinkled so delightfully, while eac
wrist ecarried innumerable bangled
bracelets which jingled charmingly.—
Even the nails grow pointed and un-
naturally pink. In short Miss Rivers
was an unnatural exaggeration of Nan.

And now what followed? Why, hosts
| of admirers: rich and sensible men, men
who loved sweet and womenly women,
men who admired beauty upadorned—
doted on the daisy order, despised gew-
gaws and endorsed the sweet simplicity
style—wise men, scholarly men. all
eame and hoversd about this new lizht,
this gay butterfly whese heart was so
much better than the glitter and sheen
of ber silken raniment would seem to
prove.
|  Nun's one lover was replaced by half
| a score, and the fragrance of the wood-

Rivers stepped upon the scene.
feet were incased

rich silks and velvets breathed an odor
of the world. Yet Nanwas notso much
changed as would seem.  That she loved
the nice things that had fallen to her lot
was true. She enjoved the gay life, the
| consciousness of her own enhanced
beauty, and the homage it brought her.
The glare of lights, the crash of music
and the heavy odor of flowers, brought
a pleasing excitoment. Her eyes were
very bright, her cheeks pink, and her
laugh gay and frequent. She enjoyed
the opera and the ball; enjoyed her loy-
ers—save when, waxing over-bold, one
grew earnest, and spoke of love: then
the girl reeoiled, and a picture rose be-
fore her eyes of a summer's evening, a

one she could not forget, who stood be-
fore her s the sun went down.

It seemed to Nan, atsuch times, that
the sun had never risen in full glory
agrain sinee that summer evening's set-
ting; and the lover was refused, and
Nan's pillow was wet with tears while
she tasted the bitterness of her “Dead
Ses fruit."

It was two years before she returned
to visit her childhood's home—weut
back with ths old impulsive enthusiasm
quite deadd, and the plans for the future
a8 changed as was her costome.

Under the shadow of the old :q'!ph?
trees in the orchard ones more. The
brook still babbled neisily; and the
gnaried old trees looked friendly, and
seemed to streteh out their arms in wel-
come to the girl they had so often shel-
tericl. And the wanton breeze lifted

| the little rings of curls off the low whita |
| forehead, and Kissed back the pink to

But she grew homesick and sad. Oh, |

Paul, and waited in n nervous flutter for |

Don’t you |

Noan should undoubtediy have refused |

land fell from her garments, and the |

western sky. a field of golden corn, and |

One critic said, *You lack method, | the pale cheeks. What cared breeze or
Another, “Your voice is | b

babbling brook for fine raiment? Here
she was only Nan—just as of old. So
while the one sang sweetly, the other
caressed her softly, softly, till over her
came the sweet spell of a day that bad
been laid to rest.

As the sun grew low, touching with
crimson the golden corn, Nan saw, as
she nsed to sce in those other days, a
strong. manly figure come swingi
through the orchard—Panl, surely Paul!

For two years she had neither seen
nor heard from him. He, tog, had left
the old sleepy village sud gone out into
the world to seek his fortune, and their
paths had not once crossed. But the
magie of the Elsce was npon Nan as she
sat under the apple trees, and she
stretehed forth her hand to weleome him
as thoongh but a day had intervened.

“How do you do, Paul®”

“How d'ye do Nan?"

Then he sat down beside her, and a
silence fell upon them.

=Is it not lovely?” said Nan at last,
breaking the silence which was growing
oppressive, while her eves roved over
the fields and rested on the waving
trecs far ofl to the right.

“Very,” answered Paul, bricfly but
empbatically, his eves fixed on the deli-
cate fance by his side.

“l wonder if the nats are as plenti-
ful there ns they used to be,” continued
Nun.

“I don’t know: my appetite for nuts
has been slightly impaired by years, I
fear.""

“Mine has not,”

“How has time affected your love for
country life? Do

“*Tangled wood paths wot with dew”
spem poetieally desirable, or does the
old recollection of driving the cows to
pasture destroy entively the charm of
the imagery?”

Nan gianced at her companion hasti-
ly. A smile lurked about the corners of
his mouth, but half hidden by his tawny
mustache.

“I think I prefer to read abont them;
I bave become less roméntic and more
practical,” she said gravely. *The
charm of bygone pleasures come over
me, sometimes, like a half—furgnt.t&u
strain of musie; but *tis lost before it can
be captured and made one’s own. Let
us go home. It grows chilly.” And
Fan shivered to give emphasis to her
words,

Still Panl made no move, and with
his hat resting on his knee, and his
bright waves of hair resting against the
trunk of the old tree, he sat ﬁmking at
her, with the smile deepening about his
mouth. Presently he spoke:—

“Nan, why did vou write me that let-
ter?™'

No need to shiver now. A rush of
hot blood sarged over face and neck,
aml an uncomfortable feeling of humil-
iation made her warm enough. But
she answered bravely,—

“What letter?

**This,” drawing from his pocket the
little, pitiful plen she had sent him a
year and a balf ago.

*Beeause I wias homesick and sorry
—then,” she replied desperately, striv-
ing by a strong emphasis on the *‘then™
to rob the confession of some of its mor-
tification. *Well,™ she cried passion-
ately, fighting hard to keep back the
hot tears that threatened to overflow,
“] wrote you that letter more than a

year ago. What have youtosay? Yon |
did not apswer it—there the matter
ends.™

“I beg pardon—I did answer it.”

“What 2"

I replied immediately!"

“I never got your letter.”

+I did not write ope.™

“I disi not hesr from you!*

] did not intend yon should."

“You suid—"

] gaid I replied at once. So I did
I came to you. Do you know shat
this letter said to me, Nannie?” spring-
ing to his feet and speaking with all the
earnestness of a strong conviction. It
said to me more than yon perhaps be-
hind it did; it said you were mine, Nan
—and [ came and watched over what
was my own.”

“But 1 did not know 1"

“My darling, I did not mean you
should. But [ knew that you had proved
the emptiness of your ambition, and
had learned to know your heart. I was
so sure that you would never change
again—if, indeed, you ever had—that I

| resolved to wait and tell yon my story
| here.

Have you no word for me, Nan-
nie?”

The pretty head was hung down, and
the eves fixed on the ground.

“Nan, at your summons Isold the
old farm aond journeyed to the city,
there to fight for fortine and guard my
treasure. 1 have maide fair progress to-
ward the first—and I claiin my reward.
Come here, my dear.”

Paul held out his arms, and in an in-
stant Nan's head rested on his shonkder,
while his kisses fell warm on her up-
turned mounth.

“Nunnie," he whispered, “say 'l am
sorry [ ever went away."™

“] won't.”

“Well, say ‘T am glad I am safely

| back.' ™

And Nannie lifted her graceful head,

| and with her soft eyes zuzing tenderly

into her lover's handsome, steadfast
face, answered earnestly,—
“I thank God I am safely home, dear
Paul!”
—————————————

The Possible Power of Railroads in Poli-
tics.

Just how heavy the weight the rail-
roads of this country might throw into
a |imlitia:nl balance may be approxima-
ted by considering that there are in the
employ of ruilway corporations 1,600,000
men, who with few exceptions, are citi-
zens in the prime of life. They consti-
tute nearly one-sixth of the voting pop-
ulation of the Republic. The power to
wield any cms'sitierablc portion of so
mighty a foree would render its posses-
sor well-nigh independent of laws and
of the men who are supposed to make
them.— Philadelphia Record.

The centenninl bells in the tower of
the A. T. Stawart Cathedral, at Garden
Cily, are being connected with a baltery,
so that they cun be operated by the or
ganist in the chancel. They will be
used as chimes with the grand organ,
which is erected in six different parts
of the buile all being operated by
one person with the «id nf batteries,

Mr. Story's Pet Corn.

The Secret of the Late Eartbquzke In the Times
Office.

Mr. W. F. Storey sat in his Green
Lake eottage with an expression of deep
disgust upon his usually placid aad dig-
nified face. He bad been silently con-
trasting his present humble surround-
ings with the prospective grandeur of
his winter palace on the boulevard, and
had become discontented. Finally, as
if seeking by a change of position to
turn his thouehts in another direetion,
he impatiently threw one leg over the
other. As he did so his most cherished
corn came in contact with a chair. It
diverted his mind from the contempla-
tion of his furniture, but the effect was
not what he had anticipated, and he
lifted up his voice and gave utterance
to his sentiments.

“QOuch!"

*His wife, who sat in an adjoining
room dallying with some needie-work,
hastened to his side.

*What is the matter, my dear? she
asked in sympathetic tones.

A rapidly uttered and somewhat dis-
jointed sentence, made up principally
of blanks, explained the situation.

With wifely commiseration she soothed
his troubled spirit, and intimated that
she had seen in the Times an advertise-
ment of a sure cure for corns.

“Bring me the Times.

She brought the paper at once, and
banded it to him. He sat for some min-
utes contemplating with grave satisfac-
tion the legend atthe head of the first
column of editorial: *“The Times; by
W. F. Story." Then he began his
search for the advertisement. At the
end of two hours he found it. It was
not an advertisement. 1t was merely a
local paragraph reciting somebady’s ex-
perience with a refractory corn and ad-
vising everybody else to go and do like-
wise. The treatment wss simple and
warranted to be effectual. The patient
was directed to stick a needle into the
coin until the point touched the quick;
then apply a lighted taper to the other
end of the needle and hold it there until
the point, buried in the corn. had be-
come red hot. The resalt would be a
blister, and with the blister the corn
would die and drop off, to return no
more.

Mr. Storey learned the directions by
heart and determined to try the experi-
ment. He did try it, and for two long
days thereafter sat with his foot in a
sling suffering the most intense agony.
Then he spoke.

*Wife,"" said he, *this is simply dam-
nable.”

“Yes, dear," she replied. “I know
it is, but you should not nse such an ex-
pression in the presence of & lady.™

“Humph! Get me a telegraph blank.”

Like a dutiful belpmate she obeyed,
and he wrote as follows:

“Green Lake, Wis, July 28, Dennett, Times:
—Who wrote that item nbout curfng corns?

Ww. fﬁnmz‘!.

In due time there came the following
reply:

“Chieago, July 23, W, F. Storey, Green Lake,
Wis:—Mojor Hinman wrote it. Dresxerr.”

Then Mr. Storey sentthis brief order:

“Green Luke, Wie, July 23. Dennectt, Times
Chlcago;—Fire Hinman Inmediately.

“W.F. STOREY.™

That was the sccret of the latest ex.
plosion in the Times office.—Chicago
Herald.

A Drugeists' Lova,

It was evening, when a youth with
“penny-roval” step slowly meandered
down a “serpentaris’ walk, apparently
communing with the ‘‘sweet spirits of
nitre."" **Aconite’ miss ber," he whis-
pered in stentorian lones; *I ‘aloes’
could depend upon her. O Cupid, how
‘bitter sweet!! Hark! what was thatP—
Nothing but a belated ‘colt’s-fout’ borne
upon the ‘squilly’ breeze. ‘T'en miles 1
‘camphor’ to sec her, to gaze into her
‘glycorine’ eyes, Oh, why should I
‘sulphur’ thus?" and with an agonized,

ginger' cry of “Bella Donna I (he was
un Italian™) he recklessly threw him-
self into & “fustic’ chair, and the clock

roformic'’ step gently approdched, a
lissome figure with a face of “ecold
ecreamy’’ complexion, nearer, nearer,
and the eclock boomed nine. The dis-
tant barking of a dog mingles harmo-
niously with “*wild cherry,”” *Peruvian”
and *elm"™ bark, ravishing to the
senses. He starts up withglad “hops,”
rushes forward amF soon his lips are
“:ground glued'’ to hers. *My darling!”
| he mutters, * ‘Todide of potash’ had youn
failed me, but now hopes, doubts I no
‘morphia.’ 1 -eastor oil’ to the winds.”
But she-only gazed into his *‘blue mass"
eyes, and the clock boomed ten.

Alexandria Bombarded,

“I hear dey's bombardin' Alexan-
dria,"" said old Cinderella, the nshes-
gatherer, excitedly, to a Crific scribere-
cently,

“Yes, the fun's begun,” replied the
reporter. _

It tain't no fun, sahk! I feel rale’dig-
nant ober it. I used ter lib in dat town
and I has a great deal ob feelin' for it,
and furder dan dat, sah, if my mem'ry
sarves me right, I'se got a family ob "la-
tivns residin’ dar now.  What biziness
has dem Inglish boats got to cum up de
Putomnack ribber and fling der bumb-
shells inter dat town, anyhow

“You are slightly mixed, Uncle
Isaac,”” rejoined the reporter, *‘they arc
bombarding Alexandria, Egypt, not
Virginia"

“Nebber mind 'bout tackin' on dem
Greck words. De Crilic sez dey is bum-
bin' Alexandria, and I feel highly de-
moralized ober it. I tell you, dem Ing-
lish is too fresh, an’ I'm one ob de boys
dat’s a-zoin’ down on de farry-boattode
bumbin® grounds to help salt 'emaway.
Now vou hear me a-talkin'," and he
waddled off shaking his head and mut-
tering innuendoes against *dem fresh
Inglish dat durs to cum up dePutomack
and fling dere bumbs inter de town of
Alexandria."— Washington Crilic.

A man was recently arrested and jail-
ed in New York for passing upon a
tradesman a five dollar Irish Republic
note, such as were common in 1867, at
the time of the great Fenian excitement.
The note reads: The Irish Republie is
indebted bearer in five dollurs. These
five dollars will be paid six months af-

[ City Press.

A “Postil"” by Martin Luthes,

We accidentally discovered in thi€
eity, not long since, a “postil" of Martia
Luther—that is, a series of sermons
written by bim to be read to congregas
tions by ministers who were not com+
petent to prepare sermons for them-
selves. It was published in 1532 by’ L.
Lauflt, of Wittenbers, who, by the way,
was the printer of all Luther's works
during the lifetime of that reformer.—
The book is composed of three solumes
bound in one, the binding being full
ealf with fancy brass corners and brass
clasps. The binding, either from age
or &lain, has a very dark brown mahog-
any color; and, although three hundred
and fifty years old, carriesits age light-
ly, being well preserved throngh all its
changes and mishaps. It is printed
from old German text in wooden type,
and profusely illustrated with highly-il-
Inminated woodents, the illumination
being done by hand with very bright
colors and gold and silver leaf. To us
the most astonishing feature about the

Tbook is the fact that these colors seem

to have retained all the brightness which
they had when put on—not faded in the
least. The same is true, too, of the

fancy initisl letters at the beginning of
each sermon. The gold leaf was used
principally in forming the halo about
the head of the Saviour, or on the urns
and other vessels used about the temple.
It was also emploved in decorating the

| garments of the high priests and of the

wealthier classes represented. These
arments are said to be of styles worn
y Germans in Luther's time, and make
a very curions display.

Viewing the engravingas 8 work of
art, simply, it is amusing to note how
literal the artist has been in his inter-
pretation and illustrstion of passages of
scriptures.  For instance, the illustra-
tration of the passage which speaks of
casting the beam outof our own eye be=
fore attempting to pluck the note from
our brother's. The Saviour is repre-
sented as directing the aitention of his
disciples to s man at some distance who
is about to pick from the eye of another
something which looks like a very small
pin, while from his own eye agreatstick
Fof timber projected diagonally toward

heaven. ;

The devil. when cast outin one in-
stance, is shown as & sort of flying non-
descript with bat's wings, a vulture's
beak, and mammoth claws, these last
two n[t)lpeml:\gen being painted black,
while the body of the thing is green.

This “postil” came into the hands of
John Hartman, an old Germsn, who
lives in Amelith, this county. He pur-
chased it in Bavaria, Germany, of &
Tyrolese family, for the insignificant
sum of ten cents, in 1850. He himself
is a perfect bookworm, and we are told
that in his log-cabin at Amelith he has
old books of great value, they all being
of a religious and moralcharacter.—Bay

e ——— . —

0ld and New Hair Treatment.

The arrangement of woman's hair,
which has so much to do with their sp-
pearance, bas undergons more changes
during the lnst quarter of a century than
the style of their dress, Skirtsfrom six
to ten yards in circumference, gaged in
to pointed waists, wing sleeves with full
caps at the arm holes, and other fash-
ions in garments at that time do not
look as nwkward at present as the sleek
hair covering the ears nnd pnffed out
full bebind them, and the immense
braids which made the head look like a

| arrangement
What a metamorphosis ina woman's

prolonged, soul-stirring, “concentrated |

o i b " =
boomed eight. An “ethereal™ *chlo | the toilet table filled with this mixture.

;illﬂ

ter the acknowledzment of the inde- |

basket in the back—the popular way of
twenty-five years ago.

head from that time. The hair is now

| made light, dry and fluffy, that it ma

be crimped and frizzed and rurled.
little “Hetty koot is all that is requisite
in the back, where the manv-stranded
braids were so luxuriantly coiled or the
cushion-like chignon was pinned on.
That was the period of pomades,
when sleek and well-plastered locks
were shiny with grease, and the hair
was made heavy with oil. It was then
art of a housewife’'s duty to beat up
ard, soften it with castor oil, perfume
it with bergamot, and keep the jars of

A lump the size of a hickory nut was
but a small amouptwith which to anoint
the head daily.e So freely was this un-
guent used that the average head was
soaked with grease. Night-caps wers
necessary to preserve ‘piﬁOW-sl:ps. and
caps were kept by the most tidy house-

| keepers to place on the heads of guests

when they sat near the wall; otherwise,
a circular mark of grease was left upon
reniind them of their visitor.

The first innovation appeared in the
form of a “tricopherous,”” which wasa
mixture of alcohol and oil. It became
popular for hair dressing, becanse it
was more cleanly than the solid greass
of pomatum. After this “invigorators"
of all kinds followed, each one contain-
ing less oily matter. Finally the **blonde
gtyle” set in, and ss grease made the
hair dark and beary and is an enemy
to crimps, il the lotions for hair-dress-
ing were compounded without the oil
ingredients, and the day of dirty he

| passed. With pomatum nighteaps went
out of fashion, and although there is
much cortplaint inthis age of ‘“frowsy"™

heads, they are preferable to locks sat-

| urated with strongly-scented grease.—

New York Commercial Advertiser.

Bpoiling Mard 8,

“I snppose Vanderbilt has & right to
do as he pleases with his stock,” said a
gentleman who had lately spent a weak
or two in New York, and who takes
an interest in fast horses, toa Herald
representative yesterday, *‘but the
American publie generally will be sorry
to learn of the manner in which he is
mannging that great favorite, Maud S.
I saw him driving her a few days ago,
and it was clearly evident that he was
spoiling her. He drives her like a Jebu,
no matter what the condition of the
roads may be, and pulls and hauls the
mare about much as a hack-drivermight
be expected to do with a less roysl team.
I was sorry to seeit. I was told that
he was not only spoiling her gait, but
spoiling her temper as well; and you
know what an excellent reputation
Maud used to have on account of her
kind disposition. 1 would rather ses
Vanderbilt stick to his railroad stocks."
— Cleveland Herald.

Sensible to the last, the dying cob-

{ pendance of the Irish nation at the | bler folded his hands and murmured:

| trensury of the Irish Republic.”

| “It’s awl up! I'm pegging out!"

Ll




